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THE MARAUDER. 


AN ORIGINAL TALE OF THE SEVENTEENTH 
CENTURY. 
(Continued from page 147.) 
- CHAPTER XVII. . 
The Marauder party, after being fer- 
reted out by the vigilance of the police 
officers, and part of their gang taken, 
had at length separated to elude th 
eagle eyes of justice. 
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sight, bearing downtowat 


there was something in his looks and 
manners which made bim shudder when- 
ever he caught him gazing with a fixed 
stare, and he avoided him as much as 
possible. 

On the fourth day of her cruise, the 
man at mast-head d a sail in 
them. Evy- 
ery eye was at orice stfained to disco- 
ver who and what she was; and the) 
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charge. The striped banner of his 
country waved over their heads, and as 
he pointed in triumph to this emblem of 
his.country’s glory, the dreadful. fight 
commenced. Grape and cannister shot 
fiew like hail stones fromthe man-of-war, 
cutting theit rigging and sweeping their 
men from the decks, like blasted light- 
ning. To board her, sword in hand, 
was now the only alternative of the pri- 


Ventor, the lead idéck was immediately cleared for ac-j vateer, and they ran her along side. 


The bngléfian Wad scarce sounded the 


t length the red cross of England was/ boarders to the charge, when Cornelias 


er of the’ gang, after secreting Liiis dt Beasorfearof being taken by surprise: 
for some time, came to the city in At Teng 2 E 


guise, and had on the morning of the 
sailing of Cornelius, entered on board 
the same privateer. The crew of this 
vessel, although made up principally of 


“abandoned and dissolute fellows, were 


not void of honor. Their object was, 
by this fashionable mode of plunder, to 
recruit the slender remains of their for- 
tanes, and harrass the commerce of the 
enemies of their country. 
_ The Vengeance, sailed fromthe offing 
@ harbor, on her first-eruise at this 
‘with a crew of ninety men, all anx- 
ious to fall pod hea Cortie- 


ne le it 
peor 


crew, among who n, t : 
was the arch chief of the matauder par- 
ty. ‘The dark eye of the mar 
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was — that e¥-iivoice addressed them. 


seen floating in the breeze from her} mounted her sides, followed by about 


maintopmast head, and her black sides) fifty of his companions. 


bore every appearance ofa man of war. 
At this sight, a council of the officers on 


His eyes shot 
gleams of light as with a bound, he 
alighted on the deck of his Britannic 


board the ‘privateer assembled on the} Majesty’s vessel, and encountered the 


quarter deck, while the Briton was 
bearing dowa’ upon them under a press 
of sail. 

To the question put to the council 
by the commander of the privateer :— 
* Shall we fight her?’ A dead silence 
for some minutes ensued, each waiting 
for the other to reply. At length Cor- 
elius stepped forward, and in a manly 
His language 


re vagsive seemed to arouse their sleeping energies, 


and inspire a daring courage throughout 


portm: t soft all on board; and they instantly called 
t Of whole |/all hands to quafters, determined to fight 
f now: to him, ||ber, and conquer or die. 


Immediately after, a gun from the man 


auder of war announced her hostile intention 


frequently rested on the figure’ of the jjas she neared them with her ports open. 
youthful Cornelius, as he with a lofty || The soul of Cornelius blazed in his eyes, 
commanding step, walked the deck. |/as he took his station on the forecasile, 
Cornelius had observed this sailor, and!'and issued orders to the men under his 


* 


bossed phalanx of pikes and swords be- 
fore him. He grasped with a firm hold 
his steely broad sword, and closely fol- 
lowed by his brave associates, rashed 
forward to the charge, while deadly 
blows fell on all sides, until he Gna his 
brave companions were driven back, 
wounded and bleeding over the Briton’s 
sides to their own vessel. 

By this ime’ the privat like a 
log upon the water ; both fore amd main 
mast had been shot by the board, ‘and 
nothing remained to fasten her €o: ars to 
but a temporary jury-mast which the 
dauntless crew had hastily erected, and 
from whose top streamed the —_ 
stripes of their country. At this ‘in- 
stant the boarders from the man-of-war, 
in their turn, precipitated themselves on 
her deck, with fiendlike boldness. .Cor- 
nelius, like the God of war, calmly sur 
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d upon the mass of waters.. The decks of 
_upon'théhiy crowding her deécksy; lt was the privateer was soon disencumtered 
dyer herdefended*himself with agiant’s || of the slain, and their bodies consigned 
strength; @hd the slippery decks were }jto the: vasty deep. But the Stilloess of 
deluged. with blood awhicly poured. ‘its | the night was repeatedly broke upon 


criason torrent-f¥Omeher sidesjdying }| by the groans of the wounded. .Corne- 


With its red-hie the foaming ocean. <Al- jjlius and Ventor had been watching them 
ready bad four of the enemy fellbeneath |jand walking the deck for some time, 
his manly arm, ‘when he was surround- iwhenthey saw a signal light, and heard 
ed by superior numbers. Like a lion, guns of distress in the direction of the 
he defended himself, until piereed avith || man-of-war. Ever ready to the calls of 
aii hundred: swords and pikes, heewas |thomanity, all hands were immediately 
jast ready to totter and fall,whea Ven-{icalled...and they, with what sail they 
tor, the strange sailor, rushed te his as-feould muster, bore away for the brig of 
sistance: Like a destroying angel, his jwar. They had scarcely reached with- 
track from the quarter deck tothe fore- jin. gun :shot, all anxious to relieve an 
castle, was marked with slain, while jienemy in distress, when she again open- 
from his stentoritm lungs, the thender of fed her batteries upon them. 
his voice sounded’ amidst the din of bat-}} Such a bese attack at this time, arou- 
tle. With eyes glaring like meteors, }ised the sleeping vengeance of every one 
anda countenance distorted with rage, ||on board, and they now resolved to con- 
he lookedilike a being-of another class, iquerordie.. They fought no longer 
clothed im awful vengeance. The fate |\for.plunder or honor, but for revenge, 
of the battle now seemed to depend on jjand the fire ofmadpess seemed to blaze 
his arm, and like the bolt of thethunder jin the eyes of all on board. Again the 
cloud, he dealt death and desjruction thunder of cafingn and the flash of mus- 
around. Appalled, the enemyeft. the |\ketry.gleamed Mm the darkness around, 
decks ‘of the privuteer, leavisg their || while thick columns of smoke arose _as- 
killed and wounded on board, while the |icending to the heavens, enveloping 
‘thunder of the cannon and the-roar of |iboth of the contending vesscls in their 
the musketry, drowned the shrieks of murky clouds. Again was_Ventor seen 
the ~ ounded andthe groans of the dy-|icheering his companions in arms. His 
1D, langer seemed at its height; and his 
A cessation of hostilities bettveen the jigigantic form appeared invulnerable, as 
two vessels now took place, as almost |ihe passed from one part of the priva- 
every officer on board the privateer was jiteer to another, amidst a shower of bul- 
ther killed or wounded; while the}lets, whizzing through the shattered 
© Briton lay like some old hulk on thelirigging and over the decks, dealing 
water, with every spar shot away, and ideath and destruction arourd. 
hearly one half of her crew killed}) For an instant, the din of battle seem- 
jed to cease on board the Briton, as the 


and nded, and both appeared un- 
jtwo vessels, constantly nearing each 
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i Cornelius again fought with the fury os 
aliger. In pbrenzy, he grasped his 
bleeding blade with a firmer hold, as he 
deseried among the enemy the towering 
‘figure of the boarding officer; and 
whilg the deafening din of the battle 
drowged the cries o/ the wounded, they 
were, constantly nearing each other, 
untilat length they met. Like blood: 
hounds, they closed upon each other 
with deadly fury, while, breathless, the 
reststood gazing upon these two war® 


counered each other, and fire flew at 
every stroke from their steely blades, 
Thee was Cornelius, with a backWard 
step, compelled’ to retreat under the 
|heaty claymore of his adversary, until; 
nah mighty stroke, he struck the 
ed . 
crimjoned steel trom the Briton’s hands, 
and again they closed. Like the ivy 
\twining the. towering tree of the 
forest, they coiled around each other, 
when Cornelius, shortening the point of 
his sword, plunged it through his body, 
and with a bound, pressing forward, 
measured his antagonist on the deck.— 
At this. finishing act, a shout rent the 
a which those on board the man-of- 
‘War mistook for victory, and answered 
‘with reiterated huzzas! The fight 
still raged, but their leader was now no 
more, and the intrepid Ventor and Cor- 
nelius compelled them to seek their 
safety on board the other vessel, which 
instantly loosened from the privateer, 
and was soon borne by the wind and 
waves at some distance from her. 
Cornelius, although wounded, bleed- 
ing at every pore, and sick with the 
sight of blood and slaughter, was deter- 
mined now to renew the fight, and not 













able to renew the conflict. | 
Faint with the-toss of blood, Corne-jlother, at length closed; but it was a 
ideceitful calm. The shrill notes of the 


lius had fell on the deck at the cessa-| 
3 of the fight. Véestor raised him in | 






' }bugleman on board the man-of-war 
arma and with the assistance of one |lsounding the boarders to the charge, put 


_ ofthe men, restored him to life.. His|ithe privateersmen on their guard ; and 
“wounds, though not dangerous, were ithey prepared to receive them. Al- 
numerous, and some of them deep ; but }most every officer on board the priva- 

_his intre id soul disdained confinement fteer had been carried below, but the 
ft light wounds, and no sooner were wounded Cornelius still maintained his 
es i, than he Was again on the jjstation on the quarter-deck, while he 
tering to” brave co igave the charge of the forecastle to the 
















jeach vessel, as it were, instantly ceased 
jas thé Britons in creuds descended 
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jintrepidstranger, Ventor. The guns of 





to surrender, but to conquer, or sink 
beneath the black waters) which, in 
mountain waves surrounded them, and 
accordingly called a counéil of alk on 
j) board. Faint and weary, the gallant 

crew. attended his last call, when he 
briefly informed them of his intention of 
taking them or sinking alongside. He 
was answered by the desperate slogen 
of ‘* conquer or die !""—and the deck 
was again Cleared for action ; while 
they, with what few shattered sails 
they could set, bore down upon her, 
and commenced the fight. But it was 
yof short duration. The gathering storm 








riors They parted. Again they en- % 
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which had been brewing in the heavens, 
compelled them to desist ; and the ele- 
ments, which so late had been calm and 
serene, now contended with each other. 
No longer was seen the lightning flash 
of the thundering cannon ; but the aw- 
ful bolt in reality now roared through 
the vaulted expanse, illuminating the 
foaming ocean, with its briliant streaks 
of living flame ; and, appalled; they 
viewed, while tossed upon the mébitatn 
»billows, the sublime, terrific, and grand 
, | battle of the elements, waged by an high- 
% | © er power than they! 
+ All at once a deafening roar, Which 
‘sounded like the crash of a thousand 
thunders, struck upon their ears ; and 
a brilliant column of flame, ascending to 
the clouds, proclaimed to them that their) 
adversary, the man-of-war, had blown 
up. A beam of lightning, which but 
an instant before illuminated the ‘dark- 
ness around, had struck the magazine, 
and blew her into ten thousand pieces. 
Lights were immediately hung out from 
on board the privateer, to direct any 
one to the spot in case they survived 
the dreadful explosion. But darknes 
reigned around; and the stillness of 
j death seemed to enwrap ocean and 
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ticipate this heavy charge, and I do|| stands always ready to distort its grain 


hereby seasonably warn all your read-| 
ers, that the writer of these presents is| 
neither worse nof better than a scrib- 
bler. If therefore they have not time 
hor patience to peruse a mere scribble, 
let them overlook my lucubrations, and 
pass on to the next column, where, no 
doubt, their curiosity and taste will be 
amply gratified by precious morsels of 
history and splendid effusions of elo- 
quence, 

I never, for my part, presumed to as- 
pire after a more honourable name. 1! 
never took pen but to please myself, and 
the idlers that were willing to attend 
tome. Others may wish to edify a con- 
gregation of sages by their wisdom, or 
call the human swine from his benweay 
banquet, to feast upon the pearls of their 
Rhetorick, of which, though all are lib- 
erally distributed, none is thrown away, | 
or to charm an audience of enthusiasts! 
by a tale of pathos, elaborately simple, | 
ora duty ruefully sweet or wildly me-' 
lancholy, but as to me, I do not gaze 
wishfully at such heights. The com- 
mon level must content me. The harp 
of Orpheus I dare not touch. As un- 











for an instant after this awful eVvent.—' 
But soon again the whistling of the wind 
and the roar of the waters were heard, 
and the tremendous waves tost them in 
wild commotion, threatening every in- 
stant to engulph them also in ocean’s 
| grave. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE SCRIBBLER—No. 1. 







at mame | A 1d to be conler- 
y uman_on himself! Yet. this is 












, po 
reclude,.is to, antic 
e will think. it 


° ; 
ulprit. by. 
5: (Se 


Wreyen hms Eom 
~ a.fool and an_ oddity 
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» anies can only add—* So you are.” 












‘» The worst charge that can be brought 
inst a mere holder of the pen, is that} 
he is a scribbler, . Now J choose to an-' 
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be sufficiently happy if Tcan give a tol- 
erable twang to a Jews-harp. 

I have no fortress from which I may 
boldly look out, and securely defy the 
critical assailant, a poor beggarly wight 
whose whole wealth is his pen ; a min- 
strel, friendless as Edwin of immortal 
memory,but, alas ! with none of his divine 
endowments ; with none of that music 
that melted the fiercest hearts to charity, 
and turned the most obdurate or mis- 
chigvous foes into adorers or disciples. 

My quill is my all, and unluckily, it is 
the poorest feather in the goose. No 
witty strokes or elegant flourishes can it 
ever pretend to. A diminutive, cross- 
grained, slave is it, that I have in vain 
endeaveured to scrape into smoothness, 
to bend into rectitude, and fashion into 
symmetry. After all my pains, its hap- 
piest exertion continues to be, and will 
never be other, than, an arrant scrawi. 

I have often resolved to cast it away, 
tired and ashamed of its incorrigible de- 
pravity, but checked myself in time ; 





for bad as it is, it will never be my lot 
to find a better. Some ill-minded witch 


and blunt its point, and whatever plau- 
sible hopes I may form before the trial, 
it always find that my choicest specimens 
Of genius are nothing still but scrawls. 

Let no one imagine therefore, that on 
\this occasion, I pretend to write. No, 
I shall only scribble, and those who look 
for entertainment from my performan- 
ces will be egregiously deceived. In 
every form that I-shall take, in every 
theme that I shall chuse, I shall not be 
able to belie my parentage. The star 
that ruled at my birth, in all my pilgrim- 
‘age, and all my metamorphoses, wiil 
shine upon me still, and my fate has de- 
creed that I shall be nothing but s scrib- 
bler. 














THE SCRIBBLER.—=NoO. 2. 


| Ah! Jenny! these are hard times, 
but ours is no extraordinary lot. Heavy 
as the burden is on us, there are thon- 
sands on whom the load is.heavier still, 
while the shoulders on which it is laid, 
are far less able to sustain it than ours. 
A feeble consolation, thou sayest, is 
'that, and feeble it is. To find comfort 


in disttess, from thinking on the great- 
ambitious as a comney-tweepi_1 shel Hen distresses of others whose merité 


aré wae than oars, is but a selfish 
way of judging, for. why should we be 
comforted by. such reflections. 

When I was a boy, a froward wretch, 
whom I met on the highway, thought 
proper to be angry at some jest that es- 
caped me, and snatching up a pebble 
about half the size of my fist, knocked 
me down with it. My skullsvas fractar- 
ed by the blow, and I was a long time in 
getting Well. While sick, an ideot that 
strolled about the village, chanced to 
stroll into my chamber. Somebody, in 


answer to his questions, gave him an ac- 


count of my mishap. The historian out- 
did Tacitus in brevity, for the 
tragedy was summed up in—Why, Dick, 
the waggoner broke his head with a 
brick-bat. 

«¢ Bless me, said the fool, what a mer- 
cy that it was not a mill-stone.”’ 

Jenny smiled and said, a remark truly 
worthy of an ideot. ; 

And yet,. (resumed I) foolish as it was, 
it struck me, as I listened, very forcibly. 
Dick, the waggoner, to be sure was no 
Ajax, Rocks were ne missives tp bjms, 
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‘bot my thoughts did not run upon they Not likely, indeed, that my name 
possibility of the evil. I was réally con- ||} would be of service to you. You nev- 
soled by thinking that a larger stone or)jer heard it before. An obscure and 
a better aim might have doubled or tre- forlorn lad like me," was never noticed 
bled the injury, or perhaps made it ut-j}in your ‘pleasureable walks or social 
terly irreparable. ‘And ‘why, since I)\ circles. © The meanness of my garb, in- 
awas comforted, be very curious in deed, atid’ my boyish face conceal me 
weighing its justice or wisdom.” ‘That |}even from suspicion, and far—far distant 
wisdom that lessens joy or enhances|/and different are the spheres in which 
sorrow, is not worth our praise. © Cheer you and I move. ated 
up my deat girl, and if thou cat’st find) “But what hew suggestion of vanity is 
no comforter wet folly, think it’ énly a “ei ?°To imagine that any ‘curiosity 
to be wise.” - => will be felt for him from whose pen these 
Such was the dialogue that’ eet now eridities flow, or that any interest can 
passed between Jenny.and me. * Jenny, be awakened in enlightened bosoms for 
you must know reader, is my sister, and || the fortunes of the—Scribbler ! 
good gitl she is ; ‘the best in te'World.|| Yet why'not! [ have a little vanity, 
‘Abdndant cause have I to say" 80, for||that’s certain. Not the tiost contempti- 
without her, long” ago should*l have|ible of heaven’s creatures, am 1; good 
soundly slept in my grave : or lave un- || parts in me, ! vepily believe ; a eovrarth 
» Worse destiny: With- ly; prompt spirit, to give myself my due, 
“tenderness or flotary that will expand as I grow older. As 
Tong; ago have ielded|| yet Tam a mere boy, for whose defi: 
jestions of poverty, and|/ciencies, as well as for whose vanity, 
Kee forbi feo, or | sonre allowances’ will not ‘be withheld 
shared the ‘in aj| bythe charitably wise. 
ep in| ‘T°have, at this moment, “a great desire 
’ 7m: ‘to be knowe to'tliee, | my friend ; thou, 
good angel to me,| with thy benignant smiles, who art, just 
int offatmost /now, pertsing this page. 1 hope thou 
What sweet-face is-her’sy and |/art a woman, for if so, softness and com- 
er'so heart cheering | passion are interwoven'with thy feel-' 
r.” -» © “llings-as intimiately as bright threads ina 
drooping, almost lifeless after | | Patti-coloured ‘woof. Methinks I hear 
apeancubas sing, or ram. |} be sigh; “and seé “thy eye’ glisten. 
ble with her, are my sweetest consola-| Would to-heaven | was near enough to 
Gomme, > Ne a8. W291 er my gratitude, and bid thecompas- 
_ Bat how am I ron ‘by th 2 ‘drop flow, to assure thee that 
itching theme! Stikk socboodi 
-sister’s praise do love todwell | 
Wet strange it ig that 1 should 
publicly on such themes: I 
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ard, but that'must never be. I shall 
never be to ‘thee aught but « phantom, 
| A something*ideally existent, and  with- 
Hees a name or local habitation. 
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who, the while, is squatted Opposite, and 
grudges me every vile morse}. 

Perhaps, thou needesta more honour. 
able service, art smitten with a Passion 
for some fashionable knowledge ; te 
prate a little French, or shew a pretty 
finger on the harpsichord, or flourish off 
a billet with a little more correctness of 
spelling, more evenness of lines; and 
with ‘characters a little less like Arabic 
may have awakened thy ambition. Ip 
sucha case I don’t know but I might eat 
thy bread and not be choked by it, 
Otherwise, this pine board and this 
black loaf are sweeter by far. 

I gleaned a little Latin from a well 
taught uncle, but he went to sea before 
1 hal made much way, and I never saw 
himamore. Then Telemaque fell in my 
way, and by aid of Dictionary, I and 
Janethammered out its meaning. Now 
what little I koow of these languages | 
would gladly teach another. 

But alas! I know too little of that or 
any thing else, to pretend to teach them 
to others. I myself ama learner, and 
thelesson I have most need to study is, 
thatof being content with my lot. 
—E 
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) SMBVENING REFLECTIONS. 

was always fond of an evening ram- 
ble, when the soft moon silvers every 
object with her chaste, pure light, and 
nota cloudis seen to float on the blue 
vault of heaven ; there is a something so 
serene, so heavenly, in such a scene, 






































2 writer Of this'is hot unworthy thy ||; 


y. contrivance e| ~“~Not-that-l should be averse to know 
de St emted my|t e for my friend, but how to discover 
writ gay thy good will “how to bring myself with- | 


eer eennis the insuperable difficult; |wounded 

haps, I mighe Calica abe {sc <a Bk oon = ag 
1ee “vaiight run of thy “errrands; ||” 
 earry thy provision“basket °én| \ 
ket days, ‘or harness thy pait‘of ‘bays | panion’ Of mye: *days—our friend- 


: a angen But nor for these rip was forthe that happy season of 


Codaidren t my lap, and} 
it the envious eyes of Towser, 


‘that -has.a magical influence on the feel- 
ings, a secret charm that banishes every 
anhallowed thought, and makes the mind 
all:calmness and serenity. In this hour 


‘the heart to 






wwith every good 
and benevolent ing It is atime that 
softens tler grief, — soothes. ‘the 


“When? 160k "at fiat moonj! 
dof my youth, the _ 





lol @f susceptibility and 
P gave life and light to 


was a ae far Hout * and affectionate ; 






j before the best feelings of the soul were 


T. 


‘of purity there seems a spell that sub-, 
“| mite fthe»sensesto the soul, and causes 


3 when the youthfal heart. 
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- chilled by intercourse and observation 


of mankind, or corroded and cankered 
by ingratitude, or selfishness. At that 
blissful. period of existence, whea the 
yiwid illusions of fancy ‘‘ throw a fairy 
yeibover the aad realities of fate ;> when 
tlie past was dwelt upon with pleasure, 
the present was hailed with rapture, and 
hope waved her magic wand over the 
fature, life seemed to us as bright 
and asegay as the sun-beams when ghey 
dance’on the mountain tops. But ,alas! 
how “our golden prospects have wither- 
ed-and died. 

Oh the friend of my youth, she jwas 
lovely as anfortunate, her beauty andvir- 
tue blomed as sweetly as the full blpwo 
rose ;) but-she, like that flower, cauld 
not withstand the rude shock of fortune, 
or rough blast of the tempest. .Where 
is‘that friend, whose presence made my 
heart beat with pleasure and my eye 
minister with affection: she lies in the 
cold, ‘cold grave, but her virtues are en- 
gtaven on my heart, and her ** memory 
shall ever be gieen in my soul.” 

Time and reflection have now $ub- 
dued those agonizing thrills of intense 
anguish, which we feel at the death fa 
beloved object, when all our joys séém 
buried, when our'very heart: féels en. 
tombed with their cold remains. Tithe 
has now softened those tumultuous feel- 
ings which have given place to a more 
placid. grief, not wholly unmixed with 
pleasure, for even sorrow has its joys 
and its pleasures. When I gaze on the 
moon and think on past»-happiness, muse 
on the memory of those I once loved, 
I would not exchange my feelings for 
the laugh of gaiety, or song of pleasure. 

Saran. 
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LADIES’ FRIEND, — 

ame of heaven,’ exclaimed I, * what 
| Teaid of ull thie?”  ¢ Old bachelors an 
8)’ —Salmagundi. ¢ 
y is a fading flower, my,dear,’ 
L—— to her. daughter Lydia, 
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as.they were preparing themselves to go 
to the evening assembly ; we should not 
pride ourselyes upon ‘our, beauty, nor 
should sve spend so much of our pre- 
cious time in adorning and decorating 
our persons, forit will soon be all the 
Same to. us whether we were plain or 


laid the whole creation under contr- 























handsome, or whether we were clothed || Wheo in company tovether, all that was 
jn. factory gingham or the richest satin, |/stid in» her danghter’s praise gave her 
Time will soon deprive us. of our beauty; ‘pain; and it was evident tliat ber envi- 
and in that ‘ great day’ which is ap- |) ous feelings prompted her (o do all with- 
proaching us all, the poor peasant girl,4!o her power to destroy tue effect and 
who as clad in homespun, will, perhaps, | Weaken the contrast which her daugh- 
fare as well as many. of those who have||ter’s presence produced. 
Example, thought Lydia, is better than 
bution to adorn their bodies.’ precept, and as her mother was more 
Mrs. L had once been handsome; ||than usually solicitous about her dress 
and although time had here and there ||on this occasion, she, potwithstanding 
moulded a wrinkle and dimned the Jus-|| her mother’s monitorial advice, decked 
tre of a once bright eye, yet there was|jherself out in all the extravagance of 
still enough left of the wreck*of loveli-||‘ashion ; not however without receiving 
ness to convince every beholder of her before she had finished, another lecture 
former beauty ;.and when not in her||from her anxious mother upon the folly 
daughter’s presence they might even||of following the fashions, and much 
now and.then compliment her upon her|| goodly advice upon the manner in which 
good looks. When young, she had been|/(itfle girls should behave in company.* 
sensible she. was handsome, and was|| There are many daughters who are 
nothing loth to hear the praises bestow- || Placed in the same situation with Lydia. 
ed upon her beauty, and she now saw They see their parents, whom they have 
with sorrow and anguish the devastation || always been taught to look up to as their 
which time was making inher blooming | $2¢es and patterns,indulging themselves 
features. Every art. was resorted to,|j'9 all the extravagance of dress, follow- 
which ‘ tortured thought’ could furnish, |/ing every idle fashion which the fancy 
to wage war with old age, and ‘ thine in- of the interested mantuamaker can de- 
comparable oil, Macasser’ often poured | vise; and is it strange that they too 
in copious libations upon her head to should walk in the same path? Is it 
preserve the glossy blackness of her/jsingular that they should follow an ex- 
ath; ANG er-- ee os wiftctrts*continually before their 
‘In all the glaring impotence of dress,” eyes ? the example too of their parents, 
did she ‘ shine forth,’ still anxious to at- || who they have been trained up to re- 
tract attention and command admiration. ||spect and obey. 
Such being her character, we see how|) It certainly appears to me, that if pa; 
well her precepts and example agreed ; || rents would set a better example to theic 
how consistent with her desire for per-||children, if they were less desirous 
sonal appearance was the advice which|| about ‘ being ia style’ themselves, we 
she was giving her daughter. should not see so many young misses, 
- But that daughter was handsome. In jj hardly out of the nursery, dashing about 
the bloom of youth, her cheek glowing)|in all the folly and extravagance of 
with» health, and her black eyes spark- || dress. B. 
ling with animation; with features and 

















* } bave understood that Mrs. L—— was to 


form ‘which even a poet would gaze up- have bad a new Leghorn to weay on this occa | 


on with pleasure and call divine. The sion, but her husband was unable to get his note 
mother saw in her daughter the image ||diseounted at the bank, which deprived her’ of 
of her former self, and regarded her} the pleasure of appearing out in a ‘whole flat.’ 
with. feelings far different from these | ——"">=>==— 


which should fill the maternal breast. 








br There are two modes of cts 
She saw that her dacghter recé@ived||our reputation: to be praised by ho > 


those attentions which were formerly ||men, and to be abused by rogues. It is 
bestowed upon her, commanded that|| best, however, to secure the former, be- 
admiration whiclt she once considered ||cause it will be invariably accompanied 
as exclusively ker own ; and had those||by the latter. His calumniation is not on- 
compliments Javisbed upon her graceful ly the greatest benefit a rogue can confer 
form and lovely features, which it was) upom us, but it is also the only servige 
once ‘ as her meat and drink’ to receive. || that he will perform for nothing. 
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8 LADIES’ LITERARY, CABINET. 
VARIETY. 
POPPING THE QUESTION” 

Fudge {said my father to me one day, 
when } told him I had made up my mind 
to marry Miss Q... How do you know 
? | Haye you pop- 
po ‘the a a bay § Wig ia you! them. appear ;. and.if young men would, 
mean sir ciadelnnnatineiedastion™l ipstead of their sonnets and love-sick 


>= 




















a 


—. 


When I reached home, I told my fa-{jat the uproar, came down and secured 
ther what had happened. He laughed} the wench, but she would not reveal to 
heartily at me, and:said he knew how it ||the magistrate the name of her compan- 
would turn out. Be’ assured boy, said}|ion.—Philad. Union. 

ihe, the: girls aré not such hard-hearted — 


creatures asthe men choose to make}} « ] wish,” said-old Sheridan one day 


to his son Tom, * that you would take a 
i wife.’ ** I have no objection, Sir,” re. 











: 2 ’ ou | ditties, address them with, Miss, will you 
Sine ailboecanaane ~ Maa icon have mé, there would be very few of 
live single all yotr life—go andask the 
girl if she knows what it: means... 

As | had long*indalged a «passion for 
Miss Q. I had hopes of a favourable re- 
ception of making her my wife} but ne- 
ver had the courage to ask her to have 
me. Often haded* sat down and wrote 
the most eloquent speeches, Which I 
carefully committed to memory, for the 
porpose of making. my. love.known to 
her; but my heart always failed me 
when the time came for their delivery. 
At this time long boots. were worn, the 
tassels of whieh were torn: to pieces, 
and the ends of*my fingers bit*to the 
quick, while making an.effort to deliver 


~- 





Pop the question right away. 
EXPERIENCE. 


NO—NO—NO. 

What.a world-of mischief has been 
suffered because of the difficulty, in 
certain cases, of pronouncing the mono- 
syllable NO? Many a poor man might 
have been rich“how, if he had had the 
courage to say No when he. was asked 
to put his name to a sharper’s paper.— 
Many a poor drunken wretch might this 
day have been sober, respectable, and 
happy, if he had replied no to the first 
solicitation—‘‘ take hold! drink !”—— 





my address. My throat always became 
‘dry, and my memory failed me so, tha 
I could neithiérthinke of what 1 wished 
‘to say, nor speak if Phad thonght. Eve- 
ry moment I fixed the next for the time 
to begin, but to no parpose ; for 1 was 
dumb until my fair one would break si- 
lence, by asking. the news or offering 
me ‘a penny for my tho’ts.’ One eve- 
ning as we sat upon the sofa, it occur- 
red to my mind, the conversation which 
I had with my father,andI accordingly 
asked Miss Q. what the ‘meaning of pop- 





ping the question was? She hesitated aj Conceal her lover in the cellar; and,’tolia whit of awkward bashfulness neither, 


moment and after preserves from a lit- 
“tle. embarrass » very significantly: 










And many a poorgirl inthe world has 
found out, by sad experience, that she 
has not made sufficient use of no. 








LOVE LAUGHS AT LOCKSMITHS. 


On Wednesday morning, a develope- 





your three and four years courtships.— 


plied Tom, reverently, ‘* but whose wife 
shall I take ?”’ 


} —_—__] 


The idle levy a heavy task upon the 
industrious, when by frivolous. visita: 
tions they rob them of their time. Such 
persons beg their daily happiness from 
coor to door, as beggars their daily 
bread, and like them sometimes meet 
with arebuff. A mere gossip ought not 
to wonder if we evince signs that we are 
tired of him, seeing that we are indebt- 
ed for the honour solely to the circum- 
stance of his being tired of himself. He 
sits at home until he has accumulated 
an jnsupportable load of ennui, and he 
sallies forth to distribute it amongst all 
his acquaintance. 


® — 


_Some are blessed with an undisturbed 
worldly wisdom, while others are carri- 








an occurrence which, however laugha- 
ble it may appear to some, could not in 
all its circumstances, be very agreeable 
to all the-parties concerned. It seemed 
that Juliet; a coloured girl, wished to 


prevent the noise of his heavy tread be- 
ing heard, she, while he was descending 


| ed to and fro, or hurried or delayed by 


impulses and sensations, made up of ex- 
quisite pleasures and acute pains, over 
which they have little control. Heaven 





ment took place before a magistrate of] 





help these last. The first will take 
care of themselves. 


—_——_——— 


There are some men of certain re- 
fined sense, brave men too, and with not 


who could no more tell a woman that 
they loved her, just when they chose to 


observed, “1 expected that was what/|the stairs, seized the cat, and squeezed} fix the time—even when they knew the 


brought you so often to our house. Be- 
fore I can have you, you must ask fa- 
» ther and mother ; and if they’ve no ob- 
jection, Pil”’——what? I exclaimed ; 






it so hard as to make it squealtill the 
whole’ house re-echoed with the noise. 
Grimalkin’s squalling served only to ex- 
cite the suspicion of the mistress, an 






determined her to see what was the 


affection mutual—than Cowper ‘could 
have spoken in the House of Commons. 


een 
Don’t laugh much. in public. the 
spectators that are not.as merry as you, 


me ?”°—** Yes.” © what asimple- 
© Ton, thought I, have I been. A young)|Matter. In this dilemma the fair Juliet || wilf hate you, either because they envy 


dady unacquainted with the world, that 


dropped the cat and blew out the can- 


your happiness, or fancy themselves the 


she should.have given herself away to ajidle. The mistress descended the stairs, subject of your mirth. © 


man, whose ignorance denied him all 
the pleasures of courtship ! I could not 
sit, but got up and went home ashamed 
of myself, almost determined not to mar- 


ry, béeause 
to have me. arenes amen My mistress 


and in one moment afterwards found 
herself in the arms of a sturdy negro, 


who imprinted one kiss-on her lips, but|| passions that can actuate the heart o 


then, discovering his mistake, inglori- 
ously fled; and left the lovely Juliet to 
her fate, “Phe son of the lady, alarmed 









es 


Envy is one. of the most diabolical 


man ; and he who feels it stirring with- 
in hitn ought to Gonsider himself as one 
possessed with @.deva. 
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LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 











POETRY. 





~ From the Providence Journal. 


COUSIN LUCY. 
" CHAPTER I. 
I. 
Last century; I’m not exact concerning 
The year ;, twas seventeen hundred ninety odd, 
All natures’ wheels as usual were turning ; 
Aud as I tumbled on this earthly clod. 
I came among you without teeth or learning, 
And was not taller than a candle rod ; 
Iv short; a little, snarling, cross-grain'd whelp, 
Uglier than common ; that I could not help. 
IT. 
There are some people who seem doom’d to sail 
Stera foremost always, down the stream of life; 
Think to scoop wealth like lamp oil from a 
~~ whale, 
So run in debt to bank, or get a wife, 
Or some such cursed thing; then go to gaol; 
And then swear out: or, if they’ve any wit, 
Make a long face and get the “ benefit 








Tf. 
Of the act.” And then they may walk about 
As large as Cuffce * * * 
* * * + * 
* * * * * 
IV. 


Our fellow men; how shockingly they treat ts. 
All are tormentors; every mother’s sun. 
When boys at school, our masters pinch and 
beat us; ~ ae 
And thus it is until life’s race is rans a 
The preachers scold us, and the lawyers cheat 
us. 
The doctors pull our tecth out, one by one; 
Till we, worn out at last, from life withdraw ; 
Our heirs then bury us, and—go /o law. 
¥; 
As to the women; they’re about the same; 
Atleast they do appear so unto me. 
T once thought highly of them, ere I came 
To know how well their words and deeds agree ; 
For.there was one, at least, whom I shall name, } 
Whose vows were like the bubbles on the sea:— 
So that my good opinion is diminish’d ; 
You'll see the cause before my tale is finish’d. 
Vi. 
Lucy was handsome; so I always thought her; 
That. is, look'd better than the common run 
Of girls about her; was an only daughter, 
And seem’d demure and modest as a nun. 
But if you ever in a falsehood cavght her, 
fler tell-tale cheeks proclaim’d the mischief 
done, 
Then, there would be a little spot on each} 
Red, as the south-east corner of a peach. 
VII. 
Her little eyes; how very bright they were! 
Her teeth and skin were white as spermaceti: 
Then, the full ringlets of her raven hair 
Clustering, and falling on her neck so jetty ; 
That neck which scem'd box mortal mould too 
fair, 
For every oe ee “ei pretty. _ 
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With these black eyes which used to snap and 
wink so; 

She was a pretty creature: don't you think so? 

Vill. 

It seem'd as if some nameless charm had thrown 

A grace o’er all her lightly rounded form. 

Her voice the hearer felt its every tone 

Strike on bis beart so feelingly and warm: 

At sorrow’s tale, her eye in pity shone, 

Mild as the Low that gilds the fading storm. 

Gut she did cut a most confounded caper; 

I'll tell you what it was—in the next paper 


From the New-London Advocate. 


ODE TO HAPPINESS, 


Thou whom the bustling sons of men 
In devious paths pursue,— 
Say, dost thou dwell in earthly ken, 
Or but in angel's view? 
I’ve sought thee in puerile sports, 
In brainless mirth and heartless joys; 
I've woo'd thee oft in pleasure’s courts, 
And shar'd her worthless toys: 
And when arriv’d at thoughtful age, 
Thou still didst fy my fond embrace! 
For still I saw on nature's page 
Inscrib’d “'Tis an illusive chase.” 
In woman’s charms canst thou be found ? 
Tho’ like an angel she is fair, 
Her charms soon fade—oft spread around 
Fond trusting man a cloud of care. 
And dost thou dwell midst rev ling throng 
Where thousands seek thy face, 
And festive folly flits along 
with wid alluring grace ‘ 
Or is’t thy home (so long renown’d,) 
Midst cannons’ roar and dying cries, 
Where the stern bloody victor’s crown’'d— 
With orphans’ tears and widows’ sighs? 
And makest thou the lordling blest 
When thousands are his slaves? 
Or wilt thou never be their guest 
Till summon’d to the grave? e 
In courts and senates dost thou dwell? 
in wealth and pow’'r art found? 
Or art thou a deluding spell,— 
A false alluring sound ? 
Religion !—she alone can fill 
Man's wide-expanded soul ; 
*Tis she that soothes our every ill, 
And Jeads to pleasure’s goal. 
And tho’ on earth the Christian soul 
Thro’ pain and sorrow go, 
The flood of grief shall cease to roll, 
And streams of bliss shall flow. 
Soon shall we rise from earthly band, 
Triumphant o'er our wo; 
And as our nobler powers expand, 
Pure happiness shall know. 
In heav’n we meet to part no more;-~= 
No more to mingle tears, 
When life’s last agony is o'er, 
Thy blissful band appears. 
O, there shalt thou, a raptarous flame, 
Pure, heavenly, and serene, 
Without a pang of this weak frame, 


This sublupary ¢ccpe,— 














—— 
Still flourish in eternal bloom, 
Whilst heav'ns themselves remain, 


While still there’s life beyond the tomb, 


We part to mee: again. 





ALPIN. 


= 
TO MISS ANY BODY. 


Your face is fair, ’tis true, 
Your eyes like diamonds too, 
Your hair is brown, 
And dangles down, 

Most beautiful to view. 


Your forehead’s milky white, 
Your skin is soft and bright, 
Your teeth 1 know 
Are kept for show, 
’Twould injare them to bite. 


Your chin is well enough, 
Your voice is sweet, not gruff, 
Your nose {'m told, 
(Of Grgcian mould,) 
Is never smeared with snuff. 


You never onions eat, 

Your breath is always sweet, 
And small's the shoe 
That's worn by you, 

For, little are your feet. 


Your tips to kiss invite, 
And never uttered spite, 
Your glowing cheeks, 
Which health bespeaks 
Are red as roses guile. 


Your neck ‘with grace descends, 
In heavenly beauty ends, 

That tender part, 

Heaves o'er a heart, 
Where love with virtue blends, 


You're neither short nor tal}, 

Your waist is neat and small, 
Your beauty, why 
Describe should I, 

When you're perfection all. 


Almost perfection honey, 

For charms you lack but o-n-e, 
Which gives a zest 
To all the rest, 

That charm, that charm is—monry. 


PHINNEY GHAN.. 


BY MRS: BARBAULD. 
Written in her Eightieth Year. 
When life in opening buds is sweet, 
And golden hopes the spirit greet, 
And youth prepares his joys to meet, 
Alas! how hard it is to die! 


When scarce is seiz‘d some borrow’d prize, 


And duties press, anc tender ties 
Forbid the sou! froin carth to rise, 
How? awful then it is to die! 


When one by one these ties are torn, 


And friend from friend is spatgh'd forlorn; 
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eu pidity, which was both prejudicial to the 
society, and tyrannical j 10 regard to 

yo e, of course required a check— 
, therefore, adopted an expedient which 
eu henour, “and gained him the thanks of 
: Ae it.to be proclaimed in 
. ii se OREE oft that each of 
ns, Ke. | ehigy e finest of its unmarried 

ps isbment, roles r | tein S fort i ser oy With severe penalties in 
x estat Yo ork ae toe i sueote concealment. This com- 
with the report purposely circu. 

el d been sent out with it, which 

t the fact, so slarmed all the 
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: aap pe p for their daughters, to save them 
eC a | ron g sacrificed to the lusts of the Chan. in 
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‘ay Other witnesses than the priests, 
such too was the case in other places, 
[London Paper. 





“phlinn 5 Ay Pes: he 
a wrig eouvicted in England of selling 
emous pamphlets, i is the mother of a fami- 
0 hile ‘expos : ‘ly; and during the trial retired to nurse her 
a vee ‘5 | childis She conducted her own defence with 

| The 1 ars ee of by eee ex : ‘great bolducss, and concluded by saying to the 
; bet E55: ‘}} the fall! D ng berets es viz :—On Saturda my tte |.J0"% “ Be firm—do your duty as I have done 
dite ety on ae ee L 3 cases of y eliow fever—15th, ‘mine—TI ask not for mercy—I demand only jus- 
eS nia af Greed | ms = ye lbth picentees es ee st 4 we) of 
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tan unusual degeee 
e town of Jamaica, 
on ‘Long-Istacdt-—tt 






MARRIED, 
this city, John. M’Deavitt, to Miss Eliza 
| Brown. William H. Frayklia,.son of Thomas 
ll Freubiin, te Hanwah, daughier of John C_ Red- 
jmpnde “Richard C. Hunt, to Elizabeth White- 
rt alr bees for, bead, Edwin Nichol: to Adriana Morren. Hen- 

a few days ty Mitton, to Miss Charlotte Demaroy. George 
: A. Bibby, to Eliza, daughter of Tobias Boudi- 
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= in called typhne fever. —~ 








At Bréokiyd, Mr. waeph, Dickson, to Miss 
Rachel Pond, of Albany. 
_ At Mamaroneck, Dr. Peter Moulton, of East- 
chester, to Miss Eliza R. daughter of Dr. Philip 
Kiteltas, of this city. 

.? DIED, 

| “Yn this city, Mr. Cornelius Kip, aged 43, Mrs. 

gone oiishinere. afer» visit iHannab, wife of Samuel Gunton. Mr. Simon 
rend nig wap ivcn si | Nathan, aged 76. Miss Mary, aged 21, daugh- 
iter of.Garrer Hyer. Mr. Thomas Williams, 
© fiaged 57. Mr. William Ross, aged 50. Mr. 
d for the s season. | Thomas Smith, blacksmith, aged 60. Madanie 
ed, are Mrs. Wa- | Cresty. Richard Furman, jr. _Mrs. Margaret 
rds, and Mr. Barrett, | Declew, aged 82. Mrs. Mary Anderson, aged 
| phia company. mae stamina. 1178. Mr? Paul Spear, aged 35 years. 
id company remains... _ |) At Staten shear ‘Mr. D. Jaques, grocer, of 
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Charles Matthews, co- 
twisle, formerly of the re: 
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